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always knew when I had got through to the great
A. T. himself from the masterful rattle of the re-
ceiver as he snatched it from the telephone.
January 1916 was a depressing month in Basrah,
with its repeated story of disappointed efforts to
relieve Kut al Amara, and the gloom deepened with
the setting in of the winter rain. There was an
unbroken downpour for four days, from the 22nd
to the sGth, and the camps which stretched for five
miles upstream from Basrah itself became one vast
morass. I was not personally affected by this,
in comfortable quarters a few yards away from my
office, but I was thoroughly ashamed of myself for
having become a civilian, and hated the thought of
what my own men were suffering up-river. I was
to some extent consoled by a telegram from Dobbs,
thanking me for my report on the Crown Lands,
and telling me to get it printed and my maps copied.
The revenue work was also extremely interesting,
and I had just begun to settle down to it when I
was suddenly taken away from the office for quite
different employment.
That blessed word Mesopotamia (the land
between the rivers) which has now been rubbed out
of our maps and guide-books, was an admirable
descriptive name for the country which lies between
the Tigris and the Euphrates and is dominated from
every point of view by those waters. Look down
upon it from the air and you see a great stretch of
featureless desert through which wander two
gleaming ribbons edged with narrow strips of
vegetation. A network of spidery lines covers the
ground between these ribbons, and marks the
system of disused canals which once irrigated the
whole country. Southwards there are swamps and